the joys and sorrows of everybody, and to try to increase
the former and to lessen the latter.

One day,1 I prepared red pumpkin vegetable for
Bapu in the Yeravda Jail and offered it to him, taking
none of it myself. He ate a little and then said: 4CI know
you do not care for red pumpkin. But this red pumpkin
today is quite unusually good. Try some/' This was
really surprising from Bapu, for he had always taught
aswada (conquest of the palate). The same thought
occurred to him, too, at once, for he said: "I asked
you to taste it so that you might know how sweet even
a red pumpkin can be sometimes."

And I remember another story.

I had gone to Bapu for some reason or other. A
gentleman came with an offering of fruit, which he
placed before Bapu. Amongst other things there were
some really excellent chikus. Bapu immediately picked
out two fine, large chikus and put them in my hand,
saying: ecKaka, give these to Mahadev. He simply
loves chikus\" Mahadevbhai's house was adjoining to
mine. I went to him and said: "Mahadevbhai, I bring
you a message of love," Mahadevbhai gazed upon the
chikus with delighted eyes and exclaimed: "True! True!
Tnis is truly a message of love!'3

1 In   1930,  during his incarceration.
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